
RUSSIAN RECRUITS
---..ry Conscription in a Kua-

vite Town

DEISCIED BY CoUn TOLSI
How Peasants are Driven Into the

Service of the Czar

AND MADE INTO BEASTS

(Translated for the Evening Star and copy-
righted by Henry W. Fischer. 110.)

HEN AT THE BE-
ginning of December
I arrived in Toela,
government of Mos-
cow. I fund a fa-

fA Millar crowd assem-
- bled In the square in

front of the City Hall
and above the pre-
valling noie I heard
the voices of drunk-
en men and boy36the

- amentations of moth-
era and wives. In-
ride of the great edi-

fice a meeting of the irnlitary conscripton
conm .on! was taking place- I never can
tear rryteif away fromn such a szene. it
a ZS Cegn my mind like the magnet does On
steel. So I dived deep Into the bowels of
the comnotion to see it in all its phases.
anJ to put questions to the men and Women
assembled. and the effrontery of those
by whose orders this great crime was com-mitted In bright daylight. on the market
place of a great city, astounded me.
The elders and authorities of all the vil-

lage-s and hamlets of our great hundred-
million-realm had calIld upon the men on
their Lts, angu them their own Sons, this
time. as In former years, to prepare them-
selves for civii execution in the cities. A
great deal of drink was indulged in on the
way, uan the elders did not begrudge the
young felluws the large measures of vodka;
Indeel. lb would have been too cruel to com-
mit them In a sober state to a system and
a condition of servitude that has no other
purpose Lsit to create a further quota of
mechanical tuols for despoliation. They had
arrive. In the chief towns of their circuit,
the county seat. in sledges, with oaths on
their lips. Such curses! They sang ribald
songs. fought am- ng each other and all
night lir.g remaned in the saloons. When
the nmrning broke. a few more glasses of
vodka. _--t to giv murate. and then they
Ussenhiedl Uefire the ciy hall.
There I 'uzid them. k Ind i new sheep

skins. knited wouolei bands around their
thret their eyes swollen with drink.
kgrW1 .evre hiwling wildly in an effort to
benuifh their etelings of alarm; others
were still and ri-ig-el. Attended by their
crying wlnes or sweethearts. and their
mothers. they ium.st wait until their names
are eail,1 .ut. A few a-e huddled together
in the curriuor of the city all.

E:nr.Inins a Recruit.
Meanwhile. w~ric went en quite swim-

mingly in the etnwrption chamber. Some-
body opene-I the door, and the portier cried:
Pjotr Sidorow."
The man addresse:J shuddered, crossed his

breast a few times and then stepped into
the room. where the rec-uits -"ndress
Pjotr's comrade, who had been found **er-
vic-ble. at this niaracni e'nerged from the
conscriptlon chamber. nud- and with tee-th
chatterin:.. He coald hardly don his
clothes, so cold vas he. Sidorow saw at
once that his frien I "had been taken.' and
he wanted to ask him a few questions, but
the guard commanded him to shut up and
und:-s,. So he threw off his sheepsk!n. his
Iots, his waister-at, hi shirt and went into
the cham-nter. ;aae i a.d thin. so you could
coura ha ri.. . ' .in, all over and rack-
In't with th2 smell of vodka, tLaccO and
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A (Genres.
JL, i-. t:~' .tihedar. his eyes fell ipon

a p .~-i - 'ith cza- in parade .iniform,.
e i.i rs i e rf of *!ecoration across his
'-..t. 'ui--.r was. en;"asd In a heavy

1 -a. -. 'S the --e;ne r. near the window.
1. ::.- a :an:.: *lthr '.r m1t. rep2ree-rnting Christ
ii is hi.rt .:n I w.:1 Hisi crown oif thorns.
l~a th i.R' f the large room stood a

1:tbee 1-e-. wih -green cloth andi dotted
Y th i-.'- W.tf.'ekindiof a caf-.f I! :n t i..5-:.Si by thle gl1del eagtle
ethe 1:us..:i:- Amuand this table

ramt U!.* ~ibers of theo :nseription Com--r:. -S 'e. 't'l~!--:: -'ernle l : aorm of
thesm -da ci-'-et- , ano~ther lang.idly

i..r.a.'.:-..:-...;..-.:... k
Wh. * loir."-otered a subalte-'n oficer
wal! eto it. isi hed himt under the

monen::a - i. & erm ne his he'i;;ht.ic h-is nak. I fe' into, Ibitionl and
thrus. v 't.-ai te h, a'm,. thea poo-rfri-h:os I b -y '0 ithah up in tne air.

Thea e Ls 3a: with' thec '-igarette- he.*the phy.tcQ ,'t out f-'t. xith un-
(--n 't: -.rlf'htr-i muscles. t:upI-a.i
):i3 be-- -s. --rdl *r *i th-' sibaltern "to open
the f.-~wI. > e :ai-a-t." anid finally comn-
inian l.'d hi an t ,tthe heavily and to
shat, all thei t.no~calinta' out his 'apinionI the li-i kke ep--r to registe'r his ob-r-atein. WhI-n th-- physician got throu.4h, he
rail. wahma even. looking at the victim of
*-ise r prion.i "Al right, fetch ana~ther cfthese wtnu" oan-l again sat down at the

table, with htis disgusted and wearied aIr.
So th.' s::balte'n pushed the man toward

the door and tl'i him to dress. Pjotr, try-
ig t-> igt into his shirt, dli not find the
Meve at or ee. but a kick, applied to his
rear. sharr,-ne I his wits. So he donned leistrou.r.zina0 31 likewise his boots, grab-Lel his neck ci'th and his sheepskin, andth;. tonly half attired, re-entered the con-
serlration chamyitr, scarcely a minute and a
half after leavin' it. He was orderedt tostrand back 'm-ing the rest of them who
h-il be-rn adjiulged fit subjects for the drill
Fr oan'd A r,,iier. with gun and bayonet,whi *-nly a ye:.r a:.; was just such a yokel
as l'jotr Ridorotw, but from another part of
the t-marire, sti-ood gua-d. He had nrders to
run P'jttr throu:.:h and through, If he shouldtaean attemnpt of escape.

ofeses the Etecruits.
Wthil- thai; hanpi-ned inside, the fathers,

nohr.womnt an.,l sweethesarts fought for
sti.Lf- in fr->nt o.f the. city hall, with the po-aemnn their arnxlety to find out if their
re-it:v.-. Lii been, --taken" or not. One
nlrin camne outt to say that Pjotr Sidorow
Usa t, w,.ri-uniorm henceforth, whereupon
Pjotr-sl Y-O: wif whyt~ at her breast,eme canviuisin.-- f .r this piece of newsJ'--ant to h--r onoun --s. slow starvation
f .r f.>ur to five ye~.ars. The lot of a sol-tar '-wife~- *.dir the hardest sort of

eiu or pittaus de''radatiotn.N-w. am m±an na.h ang hair, and inel- th- whi h distina'ai.hedl him fromt the
VF; o.f th-ecrowd. d!rove uti at the city halt.
I iiolic.-an 'r -r- th pepl to fall backanl rma, r..-a f-r him -He was thepri.-st. trierol ,> wi1min ~t-r the oath of

a!!etir. : >h. r.-r iets.. This man walks
briskly in'- th.- consisription chamher.wherea-ecrowa- r- ag .a hIs e -ingt. Hie*sma koavd of ba -. ua on

owy and magnificent regaliaW strokes
down his mg hair, takes the cross and the
identical book, which contains the com-
mandant, "Thou shalt not swear," depos-
its both the book and crucifix on a desk,
and now all these unhappy, protectorless
and disfranchised young men are com-
relled t reiterate the words which the
priest speaks In a mechanical but firm
tone of voice. These words are in effect as
follows:
"I aflirm and do affirm by God the Al-

mighty and His holy teaching'to defend all
those whom I an told to protect, and to
do all that I am told to do by personswhom
I do not know and for whose sake I am
bound to oppress my own.brothers, if it be
so ordered, though knowing that these men
would almost commit any crime in order
to retain their positions."
The recruits reiterate the barbarie words

of the oath In their own stupid fashion.
Then the priest withdraws, perfectly sat-
isfied that he has done his duty well. And
these disfranchised young men really be-
Meve that the sinful and to them incom-
prehensive words they echoed as they left
the priest's mouth prevent them, for their
period of service at least, from exercisingtheif sacred rights and duties as children of
God and compel them henceforth to as-
sume soldiers' duties.
And such things are done openly! Nobodyis there to call out to the sharps 'nd to

the defrauded: "Think before you act; it
is a lie, the most blasphemous, the most
bicky lie this condition Imputed to you,
a lie which not only ruins your body, but
also your soul."

V
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'S Voe Vender.
Nobody thinks of doing this. On the con-

trary, after the priest has gone the colonel
enters the conscription chamber, where the
recruits are locked In, andl says, as If to
goad them: "Welcome, you fellows! I con-
gratulate you on your good luck to be al-
lowed to enter the czar's service."

The Future Soldiers.
And, with their tongues made heavy by

drink, these unhappy ones stammer the
words which they have been told to utter,
and which are to express theIr happiness.
Their relatives are still outside, In the snow.
With eyes reddened by crying, the women
keep staring at the door. Finally It opens
and the future soldiers come out, with un-
safe step, but frightened Into assuming a
bold air. Now the lamentations of the moth-
ers and women and girls commence anew.
Some throw themselves on the necks of
their relatives and howl In anguish; others
try to bear their sorrow silently; others en-
courage the most afliicted. Mothers and
wives knew It all the time, but now they
are sure of it, that for three, four and live
Years they will be without their natural sup-
porters. Who can blame the:m for crying
aloud? The fathers do not exhibit their sor-
row.they keep quiet~but it breaks their hearts
to know that never again will they see their
children as they have known them all their
hives, for, even If they do come back, they
will not be obedient and diligent as hereto-
fore. but fellows steeped in vice, ashamed
of simple pursuits and afraid of work.
In the evening all mount their sledges

again and off they are for the inns and sa-
loons. The drunken howling and singing,
but also the lamentptions of the mothers
and women, become more pronounced,
louder, more disgusting as it mixes with the
music of the concertinas and th~e curses of
the drivers. Again the drunken bachanal
begins and continues until the last piece of
money is spent. The government makes
quite a nice sum out of these sinful pro-
ceedings, for the mocre vo.dka Is drunk the
larger are the dues paid Into the treasury.
Early In the morning they arrive at their

homes, where the recruits are allowed to
rcmain for two or thtree weeks longer. Most
of them are in a beastly state of intoxica-
tion all this time. One fine morning, how-
ever, the chief herdsman lets h-Hise his dogs
of war and drives the whole outtit off in the
direction of the garrison. The military
course then begins.
The drill masters have been peasants, as
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RICHARD M.JOHNSTON
A Visit to the Southern Story Teller

at His Home.

A CHAT ABOUT HIS WORK

How a Successful School Teacher
Was Turned Into an .. th r.

STORIES OF A. H. STEPHENS

SPENT AN AFTER-
noon last week with
one of the most

.charming writers of
the United States. I
refer to Richard Mal-
colm Johnston, who
ranks with Uncle Re-
mus and Thomas Nel-
son Page as among
the greatest story
tellers of the south.
and whose dialect
tales of the Georgia
hills have delighted

the readers of the magazines for years. It
was at his home on West North avenue
in Baltimore. that I called upon him. His
house is a three-story red brick, which Is
covered with vines and looks out upon
one of the widest streets of the city.
The living rooms of the family are on the
second floor, and it was in the parlor, fur-
nished with antique pieces, that I met Mr.
Johnston. He is not so rich today as he
was before the war, when he owned a plan-
tation in the south and possessed the luxu-
rious surroundings of a well-to-do planter
of his time. He lives very comfortably,
however, and his income from his writings
is enough to support well himself and his
family. It is not generally known to the
public that Richard Malcolm Johnston is
one of the best educators of the United
States. He was a professor in the Uni-
versity of Georgia at the time the war be-
gan. and when it closed, leaving himself
and all his friends poor, he opened a board-
ing school for boys at his home, near Spar-
ta, In Georgia, and made here for years$20,000 and upward annually by teaching.He had about fifty boys, who paid him tui-tion fees of $5W0 a year, and the most fa-
mous families of the south sent their chil-dren to him. Very few teachers in theUnited States today can make as much as$20,000 a year, and the story of how Mr.Johnston gave up his school and devotedhimself to writing for an income about one-tenth this size Is an interesting one. Hetold it to me In response to my questio-is.

How He Became an Author.
Said he: "I like the profession of teaching

very much, and I looked upon it as my life
work. I never thought of making money
by writing for pay, and it was not until A
came to Baltimore that I realized that I
could write anything which had a real
money value. I left Georgia on account of
the death of my daughter. We loved her
dearly, and I could not endure life amid
the old associations without her. I gave upmy school and moved to this city and be-
gan teaching here. About forty of my boyscame from the south to Baltimore to entermy school, and had I not changed my re-ligion I would probably be teaching today.In the meantime I had written some shortstories, which were published in a southernmagazine which was then printed here inBaltimore. They attracted attention, but I
never thought of their having any moneyvalue until one day Mr. Alden, the editorof Harper's Magazine, Vsked me what I
had received for them. He was surprisedwhen I told him that I had written themfor nothing, and he said that he would beglad to have me do gome writing for Har-per's, and that if I could give him storieslike those he would pay for them. I then
wrote some stories for Harper's. Theywere published and paid for, and I havebeen writing from that time to this. Alyfirst story was published after I was nrtyyears of age."
His Characters Real Men and Women.
As Richard Malcolm Johnston said this,

I looked Into his bright blue eyes and
could not realize that he was more than
seventy years of age. It is true that his
hair and mustache are frosted silver, but
his cheeks are rosy with health and his
voice has the silvery ring of youth. le is
a tall, straight, fine looking man, and he
is full' of enthusiasm and life. He is mod-
est in the extreme concerning himself and
his work, and he told me that it was acontinual surprise to him that his stories
were accepted by the magazines. "I sup-pose," said he, "it is because they are to alarge extent of historical value. They plc-ture a people and a time which is fast pass-ing away. They are true to life, and theyare merely my remembrances of the peopleof my boyhood. The dialect which I use
is the language of the people rtmong whom
I was raised, and my characters are real
characters, with their names changed. In
no place in the world will you flnd more in-
dividuality than among the milie class
or. hill people of Georgia, and my stories
represent these people as they existed about
fifty years ago. They are not crackers or
poor white trash, but are the orinarywell-to-do mIddle class, types of which y.*.
may still find in some of the rural districts
of my state. I love them, and they know
it.''

Hlow He Write.
I asked Mr. Johnston something as to his

habits of work.
He replied that he wrote all of his stories

with his own hands. Said he: "I compose
very slowly, and I revise a great deal. I do
not see how an author can do good work by
dictation. As for me, I compose my
stories with my pen in hand. I start them
and let them shape themselves. I take up
a character or an incident of my experi-ence. and by working at it and changing
it this way and that it finally comes into
the finished shape in which it goes to the
printer. I am very particular as to the
rnames of my characters, and I think that
a name should fit the character, just as a
glove fits the hand. In writing I take the
first name that comes to me. It does not
perhaps suit, but I go on with the rest of
the story, changing the names: and rechiang-
lng them as I revise it, until the names at
last seem to me to lit the characters. It is
a surprise to me that the people like my
writings. I am not satisfied with them
myself, and I am always diffident about
reading them in publIc. I never read them
to myself, and I don't like to read them
to others. Still I do it, but until I find
that my audience shows some interest in
them I am bashful and backward. I feel
very foolish when I begin rending on the
platform, and this feeling does not dis-
appear until there is some decided interest
manifested by the audience."

F~un Amid Gloom.
"Your stories are full of fun, Mr. John-

ston," said I. "I have laughed a great deal
over them."
"Indeed," was the reply. "Well, do you

know that I seldom laugh when I am writ-
Ing them, and some of my best work and
that which is said by the people to be the
most full of fun has been done under the
[saddest of circumstances. I am naturally
of a melancholy temperament. I must
have society, and I want to get away Orom
myself. One of my funniest stories was
composed shortly after I came here from
Georgia. I was distracted at the time with
grief over the death of my daughter. I
feared as to the result of my change of
residence, and it is a wonder to me now
that I was able to write at all at the time."

"Do0 you think It a mistake that you did
not begIn writing at a younger age?"~ saidl I.

"I don't know," was the reply. "I doubt
whether I would have written any better
If I had begun sooner. I feel intellectually
as strong to'day as I ever dId, and I write
as easily. All of my writing has. you
know, been done within the past twenty
years, and during that time I have written
seventy-five short stories and several
books."

Hlow Story Waiting Pays.
"How about the profits of literature?"
"There is not a great deal of money In

my writing for me." replied Mr. Johnston.
"I mean I don't make fr.om 31.45,0 to $20,-
000 a year by my reading and w1ting, as
lill Nye or .James Whitcomb~l Riley are said
to do. If I get from $1,54.? to $2.0 per
year I think it is more than I am worth. I
receive for my work from $25 to 3 per
thousand words, nnd a short story pays me
usually $1tU and upwards, according to its

length and character. It seems to me a
great deal for them.
"I find it more difficult to write a short

story than a long one. In writing a short
story you have to make every word tell.
You must be very concise, and I think that
conciseness is the great secret of success
in good writing. I like short stories better
than long ones, though I would rather turn
out one long story than two short ones.
I don't find, however, that I am a success
as a bookmaker. My stories have been put
into book shape in a number of cases, and
they usually sell somewhere from 2.(000 to
3,000 copies. They don't run much above
this."

The Dialeet Story.
"What do you think of the dialect story?"
"It seems to me that the people do not

care so much for it as they did in the past.
My stories are in dialect, for this is needed
in order to describe the people of whom I
write. We people of the south are fond of
our dialect, and a party of well-educated
Georgia men, when talking socially togeth-
er, will often drop into the dialect of their
boyhood. During the days when Alexander
Stephens was in Congress, a number of
well-known Georgians often dined with him
at the National Hotel. I was sometimes
present with them, and any one to have
heard our conversation would have put us
down as ignorant and uncultured. There is
a charm about the old dialect that appeals
to those who used it, and it seems to me it
brings my people closer to me. I sometimes
use it in my family, though my wife and
daughter generally object."
How Alexander H. Stephens Wrote

Letters.
The corversation here turned to Alexan-

der Stephens. Richard Malcolm Johnston
was one of Alexander Stephens' closest
friends. The two men were closely asso-
clated together during a great part of their
lives, and one of the best of our American
biographies is Mr. Johnston's life of Alex-
ander H. Stephens. During the talk he told
me how he secured some of the material for
this life. Said he: "Alexander Stephens and
myself corresponded together for years, and
we got into a habit of writing letters to one
another under assumed names. This beganin 1862. I had written a bit of doggerel
poetry and I sent it to Mr. Stephens with a
letter signed 'Jeems Giles.' In this I pre-tended that I wanted to be a poet, and I
asked Mr. Stephens' advice as to how I
should improve my style and dispose of my
poem. Mr. Stephens recognized the hand-
writing, and a few days later I received a
letter which was signed 'Peter Finkle.'
Under this signature Mr. Stephens wrote an
answer to my letter. Finkle pretended that
he was sort of a private secretary of Mr.
Stephens, and he wrote his master's ideas
on the subject of my poetry. It was, of
course. Mr. Stephens himself. For home
time we carried on this sort of a correspond-
ence, my letters always being signed Jeems
Giles, and Alexander H. Stephens' beingsigned Peter Finkle. Shortly after the cor-
respondence began I asked Peter Finkle to
give me some stories about his master,whom he called the 'Boss,' and in reply tothis Alexander Stephens told me in theseletters a large part of the story of his life.He described his school days, and wrotemuch more freely than he could have w'it-
ten had be been writing concerning himselfin the first person. He was one of the mostcharming writers, and he kept during apart of his early life a sort of a diary orjournal. I was visiting him at one time athis home in Georgia. I had asked him manyquestions about his early life, and just be-fore we went to bed one night he asked meto come to his room. I did so, and he thenshowed me a dusty old manuscript which
was marked 'Noli me tangere.' This washis diary. le said he had not looked at itfor years, and that he often intended todestroy it. He read several pages of it to
me, and finally consented that I might readthe whole of it. This was befare the war.I knew him intimately up to the time of hisdeath."

How Stephens Looked.
"Please tell me how he looked?" sai-I I.
"He was a little bundle of skin and

bones. He never weighed more than a
hundred pounds, and during his youth he
weighed less than seventy. In his diaryI remember he rejoices at having increased
his weight to ninety-four pounds. He was
at this time twenty-one, and he states that
when he left college at nineteen his net
weight was only seventy pounds. During
his whole life I venture he did not have amoment which was free from pain. Hewas always cold, notwithstanding the factthat he wore two suits of silk underclotheswinter and summer. He generally woregloves in the house and out, and he hadthe most delicate stomach of any man Ihqve ever known. He was melancholy inhis temperament, and was full of fearsand anxieties about himself and his friends.He was the most tender-hearted man Ihave ever known, and he had the greatestsympathy for his friends and everythingabout him. He was sick for a week, whenhis favorite dog died, and he lavished moreleve on his dogs than many men do
on their families. He was a man of manyfriends, and he made his friends' troubleshis own.

Him Character.
"Was he a good judge of men, Mr. John-

ston?" I asked.
"Not as individuals," replied Mr. John-

ston. "He had broad ideas of mankind
in the aggregate and his foresight as to
public questians was wonderfully accurate.
But the poorest, meanest, shabbiest negro
could impose upon him, and he was de-
ceived again and again by beggars and
frauds. He was the soul of generosity.
He made, I v'enture, as much as $300,000
during his lifetime, but he died poor. He
spent his money as fast as he made it and
he didn't seem to appreciate Its value.
His law practice was large during a great
part of his life, and he received a greatd.el nf monny from his hna. Hll 4Ton-
stitutional View of the War' must have
sold about 70,000 copies. It was published
a volume, and his receipts fromn it amount-
ed to 335,000. He kept open house at Lib-
erty Hall. his place in Georgia, and every.
train brought him guests, some of whom
he had never met before. He was fond of
society and was a most charming talker."
From Alexander Stephens the con versa-

tion drifted to Gen. Bob Tuombs, whom
Mr. Johnston called the greatest intellect-
uality he had ever known, and from him
to other great men of the south, lHe said
that he thought the giants of the south
were not as well known as those of the
north. It was only during recent years that
the south had contained many literary men.
The southerners of the past were nmore like
the Rtomans, in that they were men of
action and not writers. The northerneis
Mr. Johnston comparci to the Greeks. who
were pott and scholars, as well as soldiers.
Hie said that he thought the nar nadchanged the south in this respect, and that
the piresent era of liternry activity and of
literary production in the south was largely
due to this change. Throughouxt th',whole
conversation Mr. Johnston exihitedl the
warmest of sentiments in regard to thenorth. und his friendships are by, no, means
bounded by Mason and l~ixon's line.

FItANK G. CAltPENTER.

The Cries of Children,
From the Popular Ihealth .\acazine.
An observer thus differentiates the cries

of children in disease. The cry of a child
in pneumonia and capillary bronchitis is
moderate and peevish and muffled as if a
door were shut between the child and hear-
er. The cry in croup is hoarse, brassy and
metallic, with a crowing inspiration. The
cry in brain disease, particularly hydro-
cephalus twater on the brain) is short,
sharp, shrill and solitary. Obstinate and
passionate and long continued crying tells
of catarrh, thirst, hunger, original mean-
ress, or the pricking of a pin. The cry in
pleurisy is louder and shriller than in pneu-
monia, and is invoked by moving the child
or on coughing. The cry of intestinal ail-
ments is often accompanied by wricaling
and writhing before defecation. Exhaus-
tion is manifested with a whine. Crying
just after coughing indicates pain causedi
by the act. The return or inspiratory part
of the cry grows weaker toward the fatal
end of all diseases, and the absee of cry-
ing during disease is often of graver'import
than its presence, showing complete ex-
hiaustion and loss of power. Loud scream-
ing sometimes tells of renal gravel.

Sitamped on ils Memory.

ONLY A CHINESE GIRL
Udeut. G. de H. Browne in Munsey's.

VEN A CLOSE STU-
dent of physiognomy
wculd scarcely have
taken Bob Thurston
for aa assiduous law
breaker, as he lazily
lolled back in the
depths of an ease-
giving chair. Of
slight, graceful build.
and possessing a

frank, handsome and
almost boyish face,he looked like one

who had been born
with and had retained the proverbial silver
spoon. His abode, too-a luxuriously fur-
nished suite in one of the best hostelries
on Vancouver Island-might have seemed
at variance with his occupation to one ac-
customed to associate the name "smuggler"
with some lonely beach or dark and
gloomy cavern. Yet Bob had solved both
the opium tariff and the Chinese exclusion
questions In a manner highly satisfactory
to himself.
There was an easy expression on his fea-

tures, as he gazed- from the window. at the
busy throng of teams and pedestrians in
the street. His eyes lighted as with the
pleasure of anticipation whenever they
wandered to the tempting display of viands
In a restaurant oppasite. Although a small
clock on the mantel was about to chime the
hour of noon he had not yet breakfasted.
With the stroke of the clock he rcse, slowly
and as if half reluctant to exchange the
contemplation for the realization. Then he
dropped quickly back, and his brow knitted
with an expresslon of annoyarce, as a
knock sounded upon the door.
There was a sign on the outer side of

that door which read: "Robert Thurston,
Buyer of Seal Skins." Below it a small
card informed the public that Mr. Thurston
was sojourning In Alaska for a few weeks.
True, the card was always there, but Bob
was always "in Alaska" to those who did
Dot possess a key to his room.
He kept perfectly still, waiting for the

visitor to retire. But he was not to escape
thus easily, for the knock was repeated.
with a violence that bespoke a determina-
tion to elicit some response. Bob muttered
something beneath his breath, and, rising.
turned the key in the lock.
"Well?" he said gruffly.
There was no Immediate reply In words,

but with the turning of the key the door
was pushed open and a Chinaman hastily
entered, closing it behind him. Bob re-
garded him for a moment with an angry
look, then his face relaxed into a smile.
"That's right," he said dryly. "Make

yourself perfectly at home. Shall I ring
for anything to ad. to your comfort?"
"You sabe takee Chinaman 'Nited States

sixty dollar?" the intruder asked with a
stolid look.
"Possibly." Bob returned laconically. "I

sabe lots of things I don't tell other folks.
But what if I do?"
The man made a gesture of impatience.
"You needn't be 'flaid o' me," was his re-

ply. "I sabe you-sabe li'le boat go puff.
ruff. I catchee sixty dollar, you takee
me?"
Bob eyed him with a suspicious glance.
"Why do you come to me instead of

Wong Chung?" he asked, naming the Chi-
rese contractor who generally supplied him
with the coolies in bands, as if they were
so many cattle.
"No likee Chung, no same tong," the Man

promptly replied.
"You belong to the other tong. eb?" Bob

muttered; and he carelessly walked toward
the window. Suddenly he hurried back.
"How much will you get for dumping

me?" he asked sternly, and with startling
abruptness.
But the Chinaman smiled blandly and

with a childlike innocence.
"No Babe." he returned. "Sabe li'le puff,

ruff, sixty dollar, you catches stuff, I
catchee Seattle."
Despite his suspicions, Bob laughed. The

man certainly knew about the "puff, puff"
as they termed Thurston's small steam
launch, and he appreciated the fact that an
exchange of "stuff" would land him in the
United States. Nevertheless ther4% was
something about him that Bob could not
undcrstand. His clothes were the usual
loose blouse and overalls of a Chinese la-
borer, and his cue hur-g from beneath a
sciled and well-worn hat, but his hands,
half concealed in a large parcel which he
carried, were very small, and although far
from clean, they yet seemed unused to
work. There was something strange, too,
in the expression of his face.
With a careless step Bob left th'e window

and approached him; then, reaching quick-
ly forward, he snatched tine Chinaman's
hat. At the result of his own act he start-
ed back. The head which had seemed to
be clesely shaven, and ornamented with a
cue, was covered with a mass of long, dark
hair, which, thus released, fell in strag-
gling confusion about his-or rather about
her shoulders. For It was plainly evident
that this visitor was a woman.
Bob's eyes fiashed angrily. Turning, he

lucked the doer, and placed the key in hispocket,
"Pl-ossibly you sabe more than 'puff, puff,'

now," he said coldly.
The woran made no reply. Her eyes were

fixed upon ham with a ltok of despair. Yet
there came no change in the hue ot her face.
Wetting his finger, Bob drew it gently
across ther cheek.

lBah!" he ejaculated, as it left a line
upon her skin. "Go into the next room andwrash your face. I may want to recognize
you again."
The woman still made no reply, but, pick-lng up the bundle which had failen to the

floor, she silently entered the room adjoin-lng.
With her disappearance Bob resumed his

formeur seat beside the window. Lighting a
cigarettc, he again stared at the passers by.
As the minutes slowly passed, and the wo-
man dIid not return, he drummed impa-
tie nly upon the glass, and at last rose andtupj'ed upon the panel. For several mo-
ments there was no response; then the door
opened and he drew back in astonishment.

is visitor was no longer a nondescript,
half woman, half coolle, but a young girl,(lad in a plain. well-itting gown, whoseelingin~g fols displayed a tall, g'-aceful and
exquisitely roundedl figure. Her dark hair
had beeni brushed back and neatly rear-rang~ed. Her face, bereft of the slanting
lines about the eyes and the yellow coloringof the skin, was of the dark. Spanish type,
and but for a wain, haggard look, would
have left no impression but one of remark-
able beauty.
Btob hastened to place a chair before her,

seeming to forget for the moment the scorn-
ful ine In which he had told her to "'wash
her face." Even after she was seated he
appeared to hesitate, as if loath to hear her
confess that she was a spy hired to de-
liver hIm into the custody of the United
States officials, while engaged in conveying
Chinamen across the line.
"Well," he said at last, "will you teli me

what all this masquerading means?"
"I wanted to reach the United States,"

she returned In a low tone.
"So you remarked before, only a little less

intelligibly," he observed satirically. "But
did you think I was so easily caught?"
The girl colored. "I did not want to

catch you-I wanted to cross the line," she
returned.
The young man smiled, but his face

plainly told his opinion of her veracity.
"You should throw in tine, hooks and sink-
ers with that explanation," he said dryly.'The boats leave here every evening; no
one-"

"'They will not take me." the gilrl sadly
interpossi. "I am a native of China--the
daughter of a Chinamnan."

Wob drev a long breath 'of surprise. "You
a Celeetisl?" he exelaimed. "Whny you look
as little like it as I do."'
"And yet I am." was the low response."Blut I will explainl. LMy mother was born

in America-in itoton; but when quiteyonc she was taken to China, where rhe
afterward married,.andl where I was born.
A year awo :she died, and, as my father had
beer. lead for several years. I was left
without a rciative except an aunt, who
liveassomewhere in Massachusetts. With a
little mneny. which my mothnr left me, I
endeavored to reach the United States. I
f'rst tried to land at San Francisco. but I
wais lnt p.omi~tt . Then I came here, hop-
ing to cross the sound, but I was sent
back."~

"ltut why did you make known your

"My countrymen informed ac-atnst me."the gtirl renllied "They do notwne m ~

find friends; they would make me a-a I
slave."
Bob was whistling softly, but he under-

stood. No one knew better than be the!
value which the Chinese slave women rep-resented to their owners. Yet at must be,
confessed he had hitherto regarded them
much in the same light as did their n as-
ters-mere animals. without sense or feel-ings, and worth. In the United States, from$1.00O to $3.1m. But he shuddered as he
thought of this girl being condemned to such
a life.
"And did the officers refuse you a landing.knowing all that you have told me?" he:

asked, after a pause.
"Some of them would have allowed me toremain for money and others would-would-'"
Her face blushed painfully and Bob needed

no explanation. Her own countrymen werenot her only enemies.
"What will you do- now?' he ask-ed, seri-

ously.
"There Is nothing I can do," was the de-!spondent reply. "Thus far I have tsmapedbecause I had a little money, but now I haN e

only what I would have paid to %,ou. When
that Is gone I can only do as others have
done-die."
Bob looked grave. "I wouldn't talk i'ke

that," he returned, in a lo% t "Y'nat ii
a game in which there's no cnaace to 'in.
Besides, perhaps I can help you."
"And will you-will you?' the girl ex-

claimed, eagerly.
"If I can," said Bob, lightly, as if depre-

cating any display of gratitude. "But won't
you run up your number-tell me your
name, you know?"
"I have none that I will ever use,"the girl

replied. "My mother's name was Hefen
Marsden, and she always called me Nellie,
but I have no legal right to the name."
"Bother the legal right"' Bob Interjected

nonchalantly. "My legal ame is Thurston.
but a name Is of little conseq-uece 'iles
It's in the Blue Book or the Rogues' Gal-
lery. However, Miss Maraden. are youhungry?"
The girl shook her head, and bob again

glanced across the street.
"Well, that's where we differ." he said.

"and if you would not be afraid rd like to
leave you here for an hour or two. You can
read or bang the piano, but don't let any
one in."
"I will stay," the girl returned. "You have

said that you will help me and I believe
you."
Possibly Bob was still somewhat sustp-

cous of his fair protege. With the conclu-
sion of his breakfast hia first visit was to
the Chinese quarter. But there, in a man-
ner known only to himelf, he readily as-
certained that she had spoken only the
truth and that her position was fraught
with even greater danger than she hersEtE
was aware of.
Daylight was waning when be again re-

turned to the hotel. At the door of his
apartments he paused with his bands upon
the knob, and from within there came the
soft strain of the piano. He was a lower at
music and a performer of more than ordi-
nary ability; but beneath the fingers c'f this
stranger the instrument seemed to speak to
him as It never spoke before. Scraps of
church music, fragments of oratorios and
symphonieePuritanical psalmns-they reemed
to carry him back to a life torgotten. Thea
he entered, and for a moment he stood as
if reluctant to break the spell. But the gir
had heard his step and she turned toward
him with a blush of confusion
"I did not know you were here," dhe said,

with a slight hesitation.
"No; I'm glad you didn't." he returned.

Then his expression changed. "I did not In-
tend to remain away so long," he added,
"but, as the doctors say, your case is seri-
ous. I had no Intention of taring you over
in the launch. because you could not atand
the long trip through the woods from where
we land; and now another difficulty crops
up-the highbinders are look'ng for you, and
If they find you no power on earth can
save you. Still, if you will consent to Inse
your hair and do a little more masquera-
ding--"

"I'll do anything you say." the girl broke
in; "anything."
The smuggler laughed- augh tat was

rather nervous than mirthful. Producing a
pair of clippers, he proceeded to remove her
dark locks with the skill of a practical bar-
ber. This done, he entered a umnall closet,
from which he reappeared wi'.h several ar-
tices of clothing.
"It's an old, old game," he sazd, smiling.

as if amused at his own thoughts; "still. I
think that this time we can f' ol Cnelz Sam
and the whole Mongolian rate. But the
proof of the pudding is eating the bag-take
these togs into the next room and see if you
look better in 'en than I .1o.''
The young girl took the proffered gar-

ments and with then disappeared In the
room beyond. Bob seated himself at the
piano, but somehow emu1 not produce the
soft strains to which be had listened; ope-
ras, lively and jingling. songs without words
and some with words that would have been
better without. all rattled from bersea'h his
fingers, until at last he rose from the satool
with an ejaculation of annoyance, Then, as
tne young girl reappeared. he regarded her
with a look of unspoken admiration.
The short hair, parted and brushed acros

her brow in clustering curls, was rather be-
coming than otherwise, lending to nar face
a saucy, piquant air, whule her nataral
beauty was enhanced by the soft tinge of
color that glowed on her cheek as her eyes
encountered his admiring gaze. His clothea
too, fitted her almost perfectly.
"Well, if we fall I'll go smuggling green

cheese Into the moon!" was his enthusX astic
greeting. "But you'll hare to-to-well, yousae" he added, with a imuet. "You're out
of sight as a girl boy on the stage, you
know, but just a trifle too nice for our pur-
pose. However. we can fix all that in the
morning. And now. If you'll just take pos-
session of that room you were In, you can
consider yourself my guest ConventionalI-
ties must yield to the necessIties of the case
and tomorrow we embaria for Seattle."
"Are you going with me'"' the girl aked,

with a slight show of surprise.
"Certainly; rIll see you safely away frm

the coast, But you'd better get back into
your own rig now. While you're at it I'll
see about dinner."'
Tears welled to the young girl's eyes, yet

she strove to smile cheerfully: and, grasping
her hands with an impetuous friendlinaeus,
Bob led her to the door,
"No more tears," he adjured; "you're a

man now. And don't lose your appetite
worrying, for they'll cut ice at thae equator
if we don't get through."'
During the dinner which followed the

young girl appeared to regai.a a apidit of
hopefulness and she proved-or so, at least,Bob thought-a. most enttertaining c unpan-ion, Then the piano was again called into
play. Helen Marsden had Deen the daugh-
ter of a missionary, and from her the girl,
as a child, had lanbibied her first ideas of
musical harmony, As Bob listened to the
old familiar airs-airs that have been worn
threadbare, yet. under a master band, are
ever inexpressibly sweet-he was smngularly
perturbed in mind. The abstract inIquity of
smuggling was to him a matter of small
consequence and less thought; it paid. and
he was on the right side of the line, where
he was a gentleman. Nevertheness, althoughprobably untroubled by any qualms of c-un-
scleqjpe, he was ill at ease. He *elt a sort~
of self-contempt.
But such thoughts were not of long dura-

tion, and when at last the girl had retire,.l
to the inner room, he laughed lightly as he'
thought of his wavering beta can his chosen
calling and a pretty face, when the prettie-st
face on earth is found on a yellow gold
When the Seattle steamer swung out from

the pier on the foullowing night Bob Thurs-
ton was lounging against the rail of the
hurricane deck, and In the young man be-
side him none would have r-ecogaised shegirl who had sought his assistance. Her lip
and cheeks had been darkened with a faint
bluish tinge, as if from a beard tI-at bi-udbeen closely shaven, and the neatly fittinggarments no longer displayed the softly
rounded curves beneath. In the twilight
the floods of foam pouring from the high:
paddle boxes on either side and reuniting i
the wake of the boat, left behind a dull,'
phosphorescent track. Far away to their'
right the Cascade mountains loomed damlyabove the horizon. Beyond those peak. was
safety for Nellie Marsden.
As the steamer steadily churned her ay1

through the placid waters of the astraits an
occasional shadow would glide, ghost-like,
through the dusk, Bob smiled significantly
as he pointed these out to his compamn.i
They were only pleasure boats, but Bob hada similar craft mooted in the harbor at Vic-toria; and he found considerable pleasure.
not in sailing it, but in the profits of the
trips it made with living cargoes.
At Port Townsend they encountered their

when the Inspector came on board. I sob
said that a bar room was the only place
in which a sensible person woull meet a
representative of the customs serv'ic. Th~eoffieer appeared surprised when lie sawthem, Ile knew Bob only too well. sn-i hse
eyed the disguised girl with a suspicijousglance. But she maintained a perfe.!ct sang'froid, and when the ordeal had b,-en passeulBob turned to her with a look of' app~roval."You couldn't have done 1t bett er," ghesaid in a low tone. "Why, I tnjink the
man actually pitied you for belag In such
scoundrelly company."
The girl smiled. Then an anxio-ns l-oksv~ept over her features. "('an the~y aiot

arrest you on this side?" she andBo'b laugh.-d lightly; yet he wasq r'her
ple'ased at the evidence of her sulieitude."No," he returned. "They wulilaiivo.
because I don't belong to 'heir ring, but
they lack the proof."

It was long piast midnirht wh'-n the
steamer at iast reacho-i :> tile. <i*n the
wharf a glarin;g elctrie UTht mnadl 2:.y-
light out of darkne'ss, aini nsho'l lsob the
igleaming bra-ss buttons or thet moan at the
foot of thegnngnlank.H as not ,ar-

ticularly troubled by the oter's premsebut as his glance fell on nn.)ther figurewhich had suddenly arpear..d tipon thedeck he started. It was Ch'ang Fo, theChinese contractor, who supplied 1him withthe coolies which he tratsported acrom themound.
Bob doubted whether Poe would dare todenounce him, yet he felt that troulde wascoming. Foo had a certificate and couldvisit the United States at will, but he hadnot crosse:l Puget Sound without emuse,and unque'vzlonab!y his purpose was tn pre-vent th' :dirf' escape. To Bob his lremenewas unlookedl for and a serijs obstacle.Thurston hal fully rolized Inat in ausit-ing the girl he would incur the hostility Otthe Chinese. but he had relied upon Ma'disguise to pass even their keen scrutiny.However, the kassengers were alreaydisembarking. and delay or hesitatioswould only arouse suspicion. Placing hishands upon the shoulders of his compan-ion with an air of conviviasl go fellow-ship, he sauntered toward the plank. laugh-ing and talking in a loud and rather bilari-ouR tone.
Half way down the plank he stopped. TheChinaman was conversing with the cue-

tonis otlicrr.
Give me a--hc-eigarette. Dode, oNboy." he said in a tone of aazted inebrle-ty. slapping his companion on the bankwith a rough playfulness.The girl was trembling violeatly. yet 11eat once produced a package of etuttim,Regardjens of the grumbling passecersbehind. Bob stopped to light "me. Then he

moved forward. The Chinaman In" hur-ried off into the darknesa, and that he hadnot betrayed their identity was Ieoa bythe careless glance which *he emger gavethem an they passed.
Bob breathed a sigh of retliet as he lthe wharf; yet he glanced uinzauiy abset,as he noticed that there were mo eabswaiting and that a dark eapanse et mewblocks had to be traversed before twould reach the brilliantly lighted smof the city. But there was no evidenee Attrepidation in his voice, as heWelcomed the young glt to the *amefreedom.l
"The mayor would have been b 1receive us in persom, you know." he *

served lightly. "but he eays thatetalk about him if he t"s out after "w.
I'm glad he wasn't." was the resaMBob smiled andmingW m -

arm through his own.
"You have Nothing to anr Monw." heaquietly.
The grt shuddered an" "tae soa11n-swer; she was gasing stmniN at die tot10kling lights of the city boyed A memtlater several dark forms dartedem 6be-hind a pile of rubbish whi e gsidewak on tretof an -eneie Mtog. Bob's hand dreppeg hus hu g0gand reappeared graping a"Cling to m^ whatever h ain a whisper.
The figures stood m Amm, as W Vw-tag for them to pes, and by do Out-Jiaes of their loose garmseas Dab acthat they were ChinameN. 90 he 40 Ofhalt or hesitate.
Suddenly one ot them eaps" towaewith his arm waissd. B'tte

and the man tell -ok th a low Whenthere was a rush; the ~oe we.i a
and again; they were ueiwonieLmgit screamed as a blew h0m ben4 0410Bob to the ground, but mbe mMchedl 0
weapon Mem his hands mend 11 -t B,against Gse of the =4, who 6"his arm about her.The next hanta a do= w bissh
upon the still ight air At the dmmdthe mea dapperind as W by mae, enathe young girt. halMfM baBob's Inanimae tesem.
The brillimat M=Ugt et NmetherSshinang through an open whadow eS-iunmining a comfoeftably fmnewngreeted Dab's eyes when he at mt

e cometomesa. For a brif m
game wandered about his new
with a dame bewildered 4sLTheI
rested on an eldertm tbmt
woman seated beside the Mh 4 ae
perceive that he had awkaml, mn" he
stared at her. eadmavog ts semmeher presence.
"WIm you ten -e where I a pm hw

I got bere?" be asked at Nat.
The woman turned quietly t114e1 61.
Mh" she emutisaei. *ne d4mfr my

you're not to talk."
"Bother the doetor-" he eetwed

ously. "A rap un the head and a
or two at stars don't always ki a mm.But where be-weasmeuewANSM wh
I went under?"
"Your wifetAbe is here now. ht e Is

taking a few momenta' VO. Me Ta
watchag y"u for hems, you knes-."
"Ye," Bob m I .- , gg;

he did not know. nether ma he aSaMs
that he poseed a wife. Ten his
brightened. He had a isinet -e. .

of all that had taken place Up toh me-
ment when he had Weised a e
blow. His wife could be nom efer thM
the young giSt wem he had 8 0 s
the country. and we. for sm smm
known oaty to huresif. b a n
title.
"Could I ask you to ME Mv-my NOW

he maid, stumbitag ever the war. SO
despite the pain ia hisinea, sMMagend-call'. "I wa't bop her lang. aN
like to know tt i'm aflve.*
The woman at eaMe rse and lef t

rooam. In a few mements the deer Wa
softly opened and the om g eB ud.
She had discar4ed her msae aeend a
clad In a gown at sme daft mmoLwhich fell about her ta greWa IMM
in soft, clinging telds. Her fase IaS
and looked caewerm. but her eyes
brilliantly. and they ied with a anmigtt as Abe advanced to hbe.
"I am glad you are better." sae SIM f

a low tone, "but you mUst he wr eI I
The doctor fears your A-ull is st.""Well, doctore dont always turn tro"
he lightly retaursed. "Bu emaaebut. afyacas: I was not is at the ash a
know."
"There Is very Uttie to esi" ma thregply. "When you fell I sk vee

and abot at one if the men whe ens
to carry mee away; then a wie
and I fainted. When I reesseu two ge-licemen were s~tan over es. Tead to take you to the hM bti I poimuaded themn to ltaig yen to hUMwhere we are now.-
"And did they ask fer no ==amaep'Yes. Thmey Maew I mas a wma be.-cause I scesmmed, but I uenmau=d leas'

advice. I gave them me smener. ad4
told them that these were mmn tM mewould rather not e=1.ama.
Bob grinne. "But how absu. the ha

people?" he asked.
The young glut bluabed, aed bera mena

made no reply.
"The doctor diseovesud wy sex." es

tered at last. "and thney were gesg to
me away, but I told thsem theat I ma era-
your wife, and that I thequently anmp-aed you at night, dressed in yeer clethen."
"Rather a well-told lie for' a acetoa," Ush

coolly obsemvd. Thena his face ~ede
and he looked grave. "Yes, and you'd bet-tet keep It up a few days loanger." he addsd.
"I can't go back to Victoria new, ate
what has happened, and as we are bt
liable to be arrested here. I thnk I'll e
company you across to BoWetn. These I
cannot only be safe. hut can leave you is
the care of your friends."
But he didn't. Three thousand manss is

not a long journey by rail, but oneutaly the
traveler may cover a far greater stretch.
and before they reached the Atlantic's mes
Bob had recited the old. old atory.
"You se'e. Neli," was the way he past U.

"I have assoclated with the Chinese so ln
that I feel sormewhat out of place wtit
one around the house."

I
A Ulsmmaamwuaaag.

Pro'm Puck.
Sapsmith (terribly agitatedb-"O~h, th is

awful! And will the poor feilab never he
able to see again?"
Steele-"See again? What are e tab-

ing about!'
"Why, haven't you just told me that

Bertie Hyroller had his eyes shot out thi
mawning?'
"Naw! I said he had his Ice-yacht ad

this morning."

Pram P'od.

To'n t7e

Jim -ola- e mohrwsdw

tc:in topin'w stedall ye agdtseJmmy. h4'lar. emohrwand


